Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
for he had tapped his fingers together feebly in his
satisfied way.
When she had finished he nodded his head. Aiel His
nephew who was jumping like a flee over the island had at
last offered something useful. "Let the boy go," he said.
It was long past midnight when the council broke up,
and she packed the few clothes of Louis, not with tears,
for she seldom shed tears, but with a tug at her heart*
Louis was growing so big now, and she wished she had
had time to let his suit out. Then she went with them
down to the quai, hugging closely the shadows of house
and cathedral wall so that they might not follow her
and apprehend Napoleon.
His face she could scarcely see, only the eyes burning
out of the darkness. And he was so impatient to be off,
though he embraced her affectionately enough. Louis too,
somewhat awed by the summons at night and the pros-
pect of the voyage, scarcely brushed her cheek. There
was just this hurried farewell by the faint glimmer of
the stars; she watched the boat row out to the felucca
anchored off the Mole, the little figure climb up; the
one scarcely larger follow with the boy's bundle and the
portmanteau, the sails go up. Then with a sigh she
walked home through streets now slowly growing astir.
... It would be a long time, she thought, before she saw
them again. Life was so full of partings.
Youthful adventurers, however, with all life before them
do not brood over partings, and within a few days they
had happily, if somewhat uncomfortably, settled down to
garrison life at Auxonne in the marshes.
Rather shabby were these quarters, in a den under
32